m	strolls through the garden, flowers of memory grew up in
me from my recent experience which seemed almost ^ alive.
They pressed upon me and mocked me like mirages in the
desert; I saw the dear faces of friends, I almost heard their
laughter beside the thunder of the guns and the rattle of
rifles playing their war music."
For the whole ten years when he had been earnestly
studying military history and military strategy, and dur-
ing the war itself, he had been intensely interested in the
psychology of commanding. He began analyzing his con-
duct as leader, criticising himself and Ms subordinates.
For a long time this was in thought only, till he began
to feel that he was starting an unreal life, a purely men-
tal labor, and that his body would cease to function nor-
mally. He gave up smoking for a fortnight as a trial
exercise of his will, and then decided that the simplest
way to get rid of the burden of longing would be to try
putting his memories on paper. The mechanical work of
writing would link Mm more closely to life.
To triumph over Ms homesickness for Poland, he
would describe certain outstanding incidents of the war,
analyzing Ms conduct as cMef and illustrating in Mm-
self, sincerely and quietly, the truth about the spirit of
the commander who is always
"weighed down by the burden of dangers, uncertainties and
contradictions. Every soldier struggles with them because
they are the essence of war. A commander bears, in addi-
tion, the weight of responsibility for his subordinates and
must feel on his cheek the stinging shame of humiliation
when his work of commanding has failed and others have
paid with their blood for his lack of success/'
From the wealth of Ms experiences he chose three adven-
tures of the First Brigade, when he risked almost the
whole detachment, when he was forced to work the hard-
est. As he wrote, he unconsciously poured out his long-
ing for everything that made up Poland—the muddy
road, the dilapidated village, the people, the landscape,
Ms colleagues. The result was Hoje Pierwsze Boje (My
First Battles).

